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Blanched them nor death before his time drank dry
The blood whose bloom fulfilled them ; for her cheeks
Lightened, and brighter than a bridal veil
Her hair enrobed her bosom and enrolled
From face to feet the body's whole soft length     1210
As with a cloud sun-saturate; then she spake
With maiden tongue words manlike, but her eyes
Lit mildly like a maiden's: Coimtrymen,
With more goodwill and height of happier heart
I give me to you than my mother bare.
And go more gladly this great way to death
Than young men bound to battle.    Then with face
Turned to the shadowiest part of all the shrine
And eyes fast set upon the further shade,            1219

Take me, dear Gods; and as some form had shone
From the deep hollow shadow, some God's tongue
Answered, I bless you that your guardian grace
Gives me to guard this coimtry, takes my blood,
Your child'}s by name, to heal it.    Then the priest
Set to the flower-sweet snow of her soft throat
The sheer knife's edge that severed it, and loosed
From the fair bondage of so spotless flesh
So strong a spirit; and all that girt them round
Gazing, with souls that hung on that sad stroke*